ASLEEP
X TOTHING to stir the quiet of her face ; IN The shadow drawn from brow to knee Blurs the dispassionate curving lines of grace, Save where the light falls soundlessly As dew upon the sea.
No sign to trace the spirit*s journeying now Through silence of enchanted lands, But the white thought that lingers on the brow, And the still imperceptible Peace of the folded hands.
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